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No^ycc timc feruc$,v\ hcrein you may rédceme 
Yourbanifhthonors,and reftore your felues 
Into thc g x>d choughts ofthe world againc z 
Reuengc thc iecring and difdaind contempt 
Ofchis proud king. who fiudies day and nighc 
T o anfwcre all the dcbt hc o wes to you, 

Eucn w ith thc bloudic paimcnc ofyour deatbs: 
Thcrefore I fay. 

Wor, Peice coofcn.fay no morc. 

And now I will vnclafpea Iccrct booke, 

And to your quickc concciu.ng drfcontcnts 
/Iereade you matter deepe anddaungcrcus. 

As full ofperill and aduenterous fpiric. 

As to orewaike a Currcnt rov ing lowd, 

On the vnftcdfaft fboting of a fpeare. 

Hot, /fhe fallinjgod-r ight^orhnkCjOr fwim 5 
Scnd danger frcm the Eaft vnto the Weft. 

So honor crofle ic 3 from thc North to South 5 
And let thcm grapplc: O the bloud more ftirs 
Toroufea lyonthantoftartahare. 

North. Imagination oflome grcat exploit 
Driues him bcyond the botitids of patience. 

By hcaucn me thinkes ic were an eafic leape, 

To plucke bright honourfrcm thc palefa^d moone. 
Or diue into the bottome ofthe deepe, 

Whercfadome line could ncuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowncd honour by the locks, 

So he thatdoth redc^mc her thencemightwearc 
Withoutcoririall allherdignities, 

Butout vponthishalre fac^fellowfhip. 

fVor He apprehends a world offigurcshcre, 

But not thc fcrmc of what hcfhould attend, 

Good coofcn g;ue me audience for a while. 

Hot . I crie you mcrcie» 

Wor Thofe famc noble Scotsthat are your prifoner* 
Hot, lie kcepe them all; 

By God he fhall nothaue a Scotofthem, 

No jf a Scot would faue hisfoule hefhallnot. 

* /le 
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Ile kcepe them by this hand. 

fVor* Youftartaway, 

And lcnd no eare vnto my purpofes: 

Thofe prifoners you fhall keepe. 

ffof.Nay I willsthatsflat: 

Hc faid he would not ranfomc Mortimer, 

Foibad my tongue to fpeake ofMortimer, 

Buc I will find him when he lies afleepe, 

And in his eare ile hollow Mortimer: 

Nay,i!chaue a flarlingfhalbe taught to fpeake 
Nothingbut Mortimer,and giue it him 
To kcepe his anger ftill in motion, 

Wor % Heare you cofcna word. 

Hot . All fiudies herc I lo lemnly defic, 

Saue hovv to gal land pinch this Bullenbrooke, 

And that fame fwori and bucklor Prince of Wales, 

Buc that I thinke hisfather loues him not, 

And would be glad he mct vvith forne mifchancci 
I would haue him poifoned with a pot of alc. 

Wor . Farewel kinfmanjile talke to you 
When you are better tempcrd to attend. 

Nor, Why what a wafpe- ftung and impatient foole 
Art chouPto breake into this womans moode. 

Ty ing th ne eare to no toung but thine owne? 

Hot, Wny looke youj åm whipt and fcoiirg^i with rods, 

Necled and (lung with pifmireSjVVhcn I heare 
Ofthis vilc poliritian Bullingbröoké^ 

I11 Richards tim e,what do you call the place? 

A plague vpon it,it is in Glocefterfhire; 

Twas where the mad-cap duke Hi$ vncle kepc 

His vncle Yorkc,where I firlibowed my knée 
Vnto this king of fmiles,this Bullenbrooke: 

Zbloud,when you and he camebackc from Raucnfpurgh. 

North. A c Barkly caftle. Hot m Youfaytrue* 

Why what a candy deale ofcurtefie, 

This fawning greyhound then did profer me, 

Looke when his infa nt fortune came to age. 

And gentleHanyPercyjand kind coofent 

C.i O the 
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